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long grass and the feathery ferns transformed Into
fairy jungles by the tender golden light, and here and
there the prickly cactus with its flaming blossoms
intermingled with the snowy flowers of the jessamine.
And as he walked onward, In spite of, or perhaps
because of, all the beauty, he felt very sad Indeed.
All at once a shower of dates that fell upon him from
a neighbouring palm-tree roused him from his sad
reflections. Looking upward he saw, perched on the
topmost bough, a squirrel which, when it caught his
eye, wrapped its face in its bushy tail, while at the
same time it peeped through the fringe of it with shy
but curious, black, and beady eyes.

" Dear me/5 it said, in the tone of one who is very
penitent indeed, " I am really very sorry ; but the
branch from which I sprang shook itself, and conse-
quently the fruit fell. I can assure you that it really
fell of itself. Do not visit upon me, for pity's sake,
any of your noble and reverend father's curses."

" Foolish little creature/5 said the youth, with a
smile of infinite sweetness and sadness. " I would
rather bless you than curse you, if, indeed, I had the
power to do so.55

The youth went onward, and a little farther away
came upon a lovely gazelle, which stood in the shade
of a fir-tree, while its large appealing eyes brimmed
over with unshed tears. " Woe is me/5 it said, " for
my poor, harmless mate. Just because it crossed the
path of the cruel hermit he slew it with a curse !
And I am left all alone ! "

The heart of the youth was filled with pity, and,